THE   BARBARIANS
given us a very similar type in his Sir Harry Scatter-cash, with his associates. Quod, Seedybuck, Spangles, Bouncey, Cutifat, and the rest of them
Surtees seems to have been under no illusion as to the atmosphere pervading a Victorian race-course From his sympathetic account, and not from any Puritan propaganda, we should be justified in describing it as one of almost undiluted blackguardism One of the most hornbly realistic things in Victorian literature is where poor Jack Spraggon is killed at a jump, and lies unheeded by anyone in the crowd except his  patron,  Lord  Scamperdale,  and  some roughs
cc c Oh, my poor dear Jack/ exclaimed his Lordship, throwing himself off his horse, and wringing his hands in despair, as a select party of thimble-riggers, who had gone to Jack's assistance, raised him up, and turned his ghastly face, with his eyes squinting inside out, and the foam still on his mouth, full upon him his Lordship sunk overpowered upon the body The thimble-nggers then availed themselves of the opportunity to ease his Lordship and Jack of their watches, and the few shillings they had about them, and departed
cc When a lord is in distress ", continues Surtees, " consolation is never long in coming," and come it does, in the shape of that arch-humbug, Squire Jawleyford of Jawleyford Hall, who, "seeing the rude, unmannerly character of the mob ", that comes pouring to the spot, as soon as it is realized that there is a dead man on view, leads off the Bad, who is blubbering incoherently about his friend having been " such a fine, natural blackguard " The scene is as grim as anything in Hogarth
The Victorian Derby appears to have been just this sort of thing on a huge scale, those who could not afford wheeled conveyances hiring horses, and returning in different stages of intoxication^ with the addition